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Summary: Raphael has been taking care of Irrilia for a few months now. He and Mona Lisa were able to speak with each other via Skype (the Salamandrians were able to integrate their own video chat system with Skype) once before, but have not been able to communicate much since then (due to technical problems). Now they get to talk more often, but Irrilia's not doing very well...





	Sniffles and Skype

Intro: Raphael has been taking care of Irrilia for a few months now. He and Mona Lisa were able to speak with each other via Skype (the Salamandrians were able to integrate their own video chat system with Skype) once before, soon after Raph took Irrilia to Earth. After that, the Salamandrian home world had been attacked. It was nothing major, but most of their communication systems had been knocked out. Raph and Mona were able to communicate occasionally by email. Raph sent her many emails, but not all of them got through.

In the meantime, Raph and his family showed Irrilia photos of her mother, teaching her to recognize Mona Lisa. It had been Donnie's idea to teach Irrilia sign language while she was still learning to speak. (Parents actually do this with human children! It's really neat!)

TMNT belongs to Nickelodeon.  
>Irrilia belongs to Myrling.<p>

**Sniffles and Skype**

_Monday, 7:28 pm_

"D'you think the signal's gonna get messed up, 'cause of the rain?" Raph asked Donnie. He felt a slight tugging on his head. He shifted Irrilia on his hip and gently pulled the tails of his mask out of her mouth.

"Nah, it should be fine," Donnie replied, opening Skype. "I've never really had a problem with the connection down here." The application opened up, and Donnie's face filled a tiny square in the upper right hand corner of the screen. He spun in his chair and stood. "All yours!" He smiled and tickled Irrilia on the cheek. The baby giggled and worked her chubby fingers into the sign for "P" and pulled them across her forehead.

"Yeah! That's me!" Donnie chuckled, repeating the sign. "Can you say 'Donnie?'"

"'Aw-_ee_!"

Donnie laughed. "Close enough." He patted Irrilia on the head, grinned at Raph, and left the lab.

Raphael sat in Donnie's chair, setting Irrilia with her blanket on his lap. "We're gonna say hi to Mommy!" Irrilia pushed herself to a standing position on his thighs. She wanted to turn; Raph helped her out, and she stood facing him, bracing herself with one hand on his plastron and sucking her thumb.

"Ka-_chew!_" Irrilia sneezed, falling back on her rump.

"That was a big one!" Raph checked her face for boogers; finding none, he grabbed her teething ring from off the desk. Irrilia had been hanging out with Donnie earlier, watching the purple-masked genius edit code for three hours. She'd fallen asleep in his lap, and he'd set her teething ring next to his laptop before it fell on the floor.

"Want this?" Raph asked. Irrilia took the teething ring and started to chew on it.

_Cold,_ she signed, dropping the ring.

"Here you go, kiddo," Raph murmured, catching the ring and carefully wrapping her blanket around her shoulders. Irrilia scooted across his lap and nestled against his plastron.

The computer _dinged. _Raph looked up, grinned when he saw who it was, and answered the call.

"Mona!" he said when the Salamandrian's smiling face filled the screen. "Look, Irrilia! That's Mommy!" Irrilia blinked, looked to where Raph was pointing, and squealed.

"Ma-ma!" the baby cried, standing on Raph's knees with her little hands on the desk. She stretched out her hand, reaching for her mother.

"Irrilia," Mona beamed at her daughter. She smiled at Raph. "Hello, Raphael."

"Hey," Raph grinned. "How's space?"

"Starry and wonderful, but a bit colder without you two."

Irrilia clambered onto the desk and stuck her face towards the computer screen, blocking the webcam.

"Whoah there," Raph said, pulling her back into his lap. "Any chance you might get to come to Earth soon?" he asked Mona.

Mona sighed. "I won't get a chance for another few months—Earth months, that is. And the trip is quite long and expensive… But Commander G'Throkka has said that he will 'pull a few strings,' as you say."

"Great!"

"How is Irrilia?"

"Ka-_CHEW!"_ The baby sneezed, louder than before.

"She's got a little cold," Raph said, reaching for the Kleenex box. "Donnie says there's nothing to worry about, though." He wiped the boogers from Irrilia's face. "We've been teaching her sign language, and—"

_Cold,_ Irrilia signed again.

"And all day today she's been saying that she's cold," Raph said, nodding at Irrilia and tucking her blanket around her. She sniffed and stuck her thumb in her mouth, gazing at Mona.

"Hm…" Mona was silent a moment. "Does she have a fever?"

"No, not when we checked a few hours ago."

"Your brother is likely right…" Mona smiled at Irrilia, who was now waving at her mother. "I see you!" Mona laughed, waving back. "But especially keep an eye on her ears. Ear infections are the most common illness in Salamandrian children."

"Will do."

They talked for another hour about space, pizza, Irrilia's language capabilities, New York weather compared to the Salamandrian homeworld's and how it might affect Irrilia, Donnie's latest invention, Mikey's discovery of Vine, and Leo showing _Space Heroes_ to Irrilia.

An alarm chirped on Mona's end, and Raph sighed. Her allotted time for calling Earth was almost up.

Mona silenced the alarm. "I will be able to Skeep—"

"Skype," Raph chuckled.

"_Skype_ tomorrow, at 3:00 pm, your time."

"We'll be here."

They were both silent a moment. Irrilia was wrapped in her blanket, snuggled against Raph's plastron and fast asleep. Raph smiled as Mona gazed fondly at her daughter.

"Goodnight, Irrila," Mona whispered. She looked at Raph.

"Stay safe, Mona Lisa," he murmured.

"I will. I love you."

"I love you too."

_Tuesday, 2:25 pm_

Leo sat cross-legged on the floor of the living room, head tilted in confusion at Irrilia. His niece refused to play with any of her toys, and showed no interest in watching Space Heroes or anything on the television. He'd picked her up, so she could peek on her dad and uncles training, but she'd fussed mightily, and he'd quickly set her back down on the floor. He tried to talk to her, tried to tell her a story of ancient Japan (complete with some of the basic signs she knew and would often mimic). But she just sat and sulked, brow furrowed and sucking her thumb.

"What's the matter, Irrilia?" Leo asked gently. "I just changed your diaper… you've had your morning nap… you hungry again?" He reached for her bottle and offered it to her. She took it and promptly threw it on the floor.

"Okay. Not hungry." Leo righted the bottle. Irrilia whimpered and rubbed her forehead.

"You tired, sweetie?" Leo murmured, signing "sleep."

Irrilia blinked at him. _Cold._

"You're cold? Yeah, it can get a little drafty down here. Let's get your blankie…" He stood, grabbed her blanket from the couch and knelt next to her. He started to wrap it around her, but froze when his fingers brushed her shoulder.

Irrilia felt warm, far warmer than any mutant turtle/Salamandrian hybrid should be. He gently felt her forehead.

"Oh, honey, you're burning up."

Irrilia started to cry.

Irrilia's cries rang through Donnie's lab, putting everyone on edge. Raph sat on Donnie's desk, holding the squalling baby in his lap.

"Raph, hold her still, I can't see in her ears," Donnie said, squinting through an otoscope. Irrilia squirmed and screamed louder when it brushed against her ear. She smacked the otoscope away, shivering.

"Let me try holding her, Raphael," Splinter said, carefully taking the baby from Raph. Irrilia huddled against Splinter's warmer chest and buried her face against his kimono. Raphael hopped off the desk and started to stand near Splinter, but was gently pushed aside by Donnie. Raph drummed his fingers on the desk, craning his neck to see.

"Oh boy," Donnie commented, peering into Irrilia's ears. "Yep, that's an ear infection all right… in both ears."

"What do we do?" Raph demanded.

"Raphael, soak a washcloth with warm water and bring it here," Splinter said.

Donnie grabbed a skin-contact thermometer. "Leo, check the cabinet, see if we have any Aspirin."

"You can't give babies Aspirin!" Raph called from the sink.

"Yes, you can, Raph," Donnie replied evenly, "if you only give them part of a pill, like I'm going to do."

"Here you go, D." Leo set the bottle on the desk.

"One hundred and three…" Donnie whispered, eyes widening at the thermometer. Irrilia continued to sob, and Splinter stroked the back of her head.

"That's really high…" Mikey commented, glancing between Irrilia and Raph. Raph swallowed and handed the rag to Splinter.

"Shhh…" Splinter soothed, holding the warm cloth gently against Irrilia's ear.

"Mikey, go get me some milk and a spoon," Donnie said. He put an Aspirin on a cutting board and cut it in half, then in half again. He then put the quarter pill in a mortar and ground it to dust with the pestle.

Raph gritted his teeth. His instinct to protect his daughter _screamed_ at him, reinforced by each and every one of Irrilia's cries. But he couldn't even hold her. Irrilia had been picking up on his agitation—Donnie had warned him about this before—and now she was better off in Splinter's arms. He glanced around the lab, looking for something to do, for _anything_ that might help his daughter. But he found nothing.

Mikey returned with the milk just as Donnie's computer _dinged_.

"Is that Mona?" Leo asked, moving to see the computer.

"Yep!" Mikey replied, also glancing at the screen.

Raph tensed. Did he really want Mona to see how incompetent of a parent he was?

"Answer it!" Donnie ordered, taking the milk and spoon. "I need her input. I don't know what kind of medicine we're supposed to give Salamandrian/turtle hybrids…Although Irrilia's the first of her kind, which _really_ does not help…" He mixed the powder with a spoonful of milk. "Come on, Irrilia, this will help you feel better," he coaxed. Irrilia reluctantly swallowed the milk, some of it dribbling down her face. Splinter dabbed it away with his thumb.

Leo sat and answered the call.

"Leonardo?" Mona asked through the computer.

"Hey, Mona. Um, listen—"

"Why do I hear crying? Where are Raphael and Irrilia?"

Raph sighed and crouched next to Leo's chair. "Irrilia's really sick. We need your help," he said.

"What is the matter?" Mona demanded.

"She's got an ear infection in both ears," Leo said. "Her ears were fine last night, but she's not doing so well right now."

Mona began typing on her computer. "Does she have a fever?"

"One hundred and three," Raph said with a grimace. Mona froze and stared at Raph in disbelief.

Donnie leaned over Leo's shoulder. "Mona, can you help us? I want to give her some amoxicillin, but I'm not sure what it might do to her system."

"I…yes. I am currently trying to contact the chief medical officer. He'll be able to speak with you." Mona's voice was cold and controlled; Raph knew her worry was being stuffed deep down inside her.

A second screen appeared, and Leo moved it so that Mona's and the Salamandrian doctor's faces were side by side.

"Hello, Y'Gythgba…and who are you three?" the doctor asked kindly.

Donnie introduced himself and his brothers and started peppering the doctor with anxious questions. Leo slipped out of the frame, and Donnie hopped into the chair. The doctor explained what needed to be done, the alterations Donnie would have to make to the medicine, and the timeframe in which it should begin to work. Donnie wrote fast, tongue sticking out. Raph rested an arm on the desk, alternating between watching Donnie and Mona. Mona's brow was furrowed, her arms crossed tight on her own desk, her fists clenched. Somehow she avoided making eye contact with Raph the entire time.

"Okay, got it." Donnie grabbed the paper, dashed to the cupboard, and pulled out several bottles and flasks. Raph rose to his feet and realized he was shaking. He swallowed, though his mouth was dry, and sat in the chair.

"I must attend to my other duties, but do not hesitate to call me if there is any trouble," the doctor said.

"Understood," Mona said. "Thank you, Doctor."

"Any time, Y'Gythgba. Raphael, do not look so frightened. The cure is a simple one, and should work quickly." He smiled. "Good day to you both."

The doctor left the group call. Raph was silent for a moment, unable to speak or even look at Mona. In front of him, past the computer, Irrilia continued to cry. Her uncles hovered around her, and Splinter continued to press the soothing warm cloth to her ears.

"Raphael," Mona said.

Raph looked up. "I'm sorry, Mona…I-I'm doing my best, I've been taking good care of her, I promise you—"

"_Daddy!_" Irrilia screamed.

Raph sprang to his feet, the chair banging against the filing cabinet. He rushed to his daughter, almost crashing into Mikey. Splinter handed her off, frowning in concern. Irrilia buried her head into the crook of Raph's neck and sobbed.

"Shh, shhhhh…" Raph murmured, rubbing her back. "It's all right, Daddy's got you." He took the warm cloth from Splinter and held it against her ear. He remembered to take deep breaths, to force himself to remain calm so Irrilia wouldn't react to his unease.

Held securely by the one person she trusted the most, and the warm cloth easing the pain in her ears, Irrilia's screams turned to whimpers.

"There you go. It's all right, Irrilia. It's okay," Raph whispered. Out of the corner of his eye, he could see Mikey talking to Mona.

"I've finished preparing her medicine," Donnie said, holding a vial of pink liquid. "Uh, it has to be administered with a hypodermic needle, though."

Raph nodded and held Irrilia so she was sitting in the crook of his arm. She clung to the edge of his shell, eyes shut and shuddering with each little cry.

Donnie approached with the needle. Irrilia peeked open one eye, saw the weird shiny, pointy thing, and cried out, flailing her arm.

"Raph, I need to give her the shot in her arm…" Donnie said.

"Irrilia…Irrilia, it's okay," Raph said, gently catching her arm. Irrilia squirmed and howled. Raph looked up, wordlessly asking Leo for help. Leo stepped forward and held Irrilia's other arm, supporting her back as well.

"Irrilia," Raph said again. Irrilia looked up at him, her teary eyes filled with fear.

"That's it, look at me, Irrilia," Raph murmured, smiling at her. "Look at Daddy. You're gonna be okay."

Raph didn't even see Donnie move. He only knew that suddenly the saw the needle touching her upper arm. Irrilia scrunched her eyes shut and screamed bloody murder.

And then it was over, and Donnie was throwing away the used needle. Leo let go of the baby, and Raph shifted her onto his shoulder, allowing her to cry into his neck once more.

"There, see, it's over now," Raph murmured.

Irrilia cried as Donnie took her temperature again.

"One hundred even," Donnie announced.

"Good," Raph exhaled, relieved.

"Let me show you something, Raphael," Splinter said. He helped Raph shift Irrilia so she was nestled in the crook of Raph's arm. She leaned the side of her head against Raph's shoulder, whimpering. Splinter guided Raph's hand up to her face, showing him how to gently massage just above her eye ridge with his thumb. Raph stroked his daughter's face, murmuring to her that everything was okay. Irrilia's eyes drifted shut, and she went limp with sleep. Raph sighed.

"Her fever's going down," Donnie said. "I need to give her one more shot of the modified amoxicillin tomorrow. But otherwise, she should be fine."

"Thank you," Raph whispered.

"You did good, buddy," Leo smiled, patting Raph on the shell.

Raph gazed down at Irrilia and remembered the stern look on Mona's face. He glanced at the desk; Donnie's laptop was shut. Raph wondered how much Mona had heard after he'd bolted, and whether or not she'd ever forgive him for letting their daughter get so sick.

Raph lay Irrilia in her crib and stood watching her sleep for a moment. He reached down and gently stroked her back, where the ridges of her semi-formed shell created ripples under her skin.

"Hey, Raph?" Mikey whispered from the doorway.

Raph glanced at him. "Yeah?" He looked once more at Irrilia, then joined Mikey in the doorway.

"Mona said to tell you she's not mad at you. She said she was just really worried."

"She…what?"

"She said you're not supposed to blame yourself, either." Mikey grinned. "She knows you really well, bro."

Raph sighed and rubbed his eye with the heel of his hand.

"Seriously, dude. Babies are kinda supposed to get sick, ya know? It strengthens their immune systems."

Raph raised an eyebrow at him.

"What? I'm smart, too," Mikey said.

Raph chuckled. "Thanks, Mikey."

_Friday, 8:01 pm_

Irrilia stood on the arm of Donnie's chair, gripping Raph's upper arm. Raph watched her, one hand hovering behind her, ready to catch her if she fell. He watched the computer out of the corner of his eye. Mona was supposed to call at 8:00 pm. And she'd never been even a minute late.

Irrilia grabbed the tails of Raph's mask and pulled them, yanking Raph's mask over his eyes.

"Ow—hey—careful, kiddo," Raph said, feeling Irrilia climb onto his shoulder. She let go of his mask, and he turned it back around so he could see.

8:02 pm.

Raph frowned at the computer. Maybe the internet was down…?

Irrilia's full weight plopped on top of his head. Raph looked up to see that she was balancing on her stomach. Her hind feet and tail gripped the back of his skull.

"Look at you, you little climber!" Raph laughed, keeping one hand hovering over the baby. Irrilia giggled and smacked the sides of his face.

"Ow!"

The computer _dinged_. Irrilia put a hand over his left eye; Raph just barely managed to answer the call before she covered both his eyes. To his delight, he heard Mona Lisa burst out laughing.

"She did this all by herself," Raph stated, prying Irrilia's hand off his right eye.

"Ma-ma!" Irrilia squealed, reaching for the screen. Raph lifted her off his head and set her so she was standing on his thighs. Irrilia laughed and smacked the desk.

Raphael grinned at Mona Lisa. "See? She's all better."

Mona smiled back at him. "Thank you for taking care of our daughter, Raphael."


End file.
